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7 he T ragtik of 

On paine to be found F.vlfe and recreant, 

Both to befend h i m Tel tc to appiouc 
Henry of Hcrford 3 Lancafter ; and Darby, 

To God, his Soueraignc,and to him difloyall, 
CouragioUfly^nd with a free defire, 

Attemiingbut the fignall to begin. 

Afar:. Sound T nimpets,and fetfcorth Combatants: 
Stav the Ivin 2 hath throwne his warder downe. 

Km. Let them lav by their Helmets, and their Spcar«, 
And both returns backcto their Chaires againc : 
Withdraw with vs, and let theTrumpets found, 

While we returne thefe Pukes what we decree. 

Draw neerc and lift 

What with our Counfell we haue done. 

For that our kingdomes earth iliould not be foyld 
With that deare blood which it hath foftcred . 

And for our eyes do hate the dire afpeft 

Of ciuill wounds pip u<fiid vp with neighbours iword: 

And for we thinke theEagle-wingcd pride . ^ 

.Of skie-afpiring and ambitious thoughts 

With riual-hatingEnuiefeton you. 

To wake our peace, which in cur Countries cradle 
Drawes the fWeete infant breath of gentle lleepc. 

Which fo rouzd vpvvith boy fterous vntuade drumtnes, 
With harfh refounding trumpets dreadfullbray. 

And grating fliock of vvrathfull yron armes. 

Might from our quiet confines fright faire Peace, 

Ana make vs wade eucnin our kinreds blood : 
Therefore vve banifh you our territories. 

You CoofinHerford,vpon paine of life. 

Till twice fine Summers haue enrich t our field. 

Shall not regreete our faire dominions, 

Buttrcad the ftr-anger pathes of banifhment. 

'Bui. Your will be done ; thismuft my comfort be. 
That Sunne that vvarmes you hcere,fhalL ihine on me} 
And thofe his golden beatnes vnto you becrc lent, 

Shall poynt on me,and guild my banifhment. 

Kmg. Norfolk?, for ihee remainesa hcauicr 
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22311) LONDON, 16c 


King Richard the Second. 

Which Iwithfome vnwillingnes pronounce. 

The flie flow hourcs fhall not determinate 
The dateleflc limit of thy deare exile : 

The hopelcflfe word of neuer to returne. 

Breath I againfl: thee, vpon paine of life. 

Mow. Aheauie fentencc,my mod foueraine Liege, 

And all vnlooktfor from your Highnes mouth. 

A dearer merit,not fo deepe a mayrne, 

As to be caftfoorth in the common ay re, 

Haue I deferued at your Highneffe -hands : 

The language I haue learnd thefefourty y cares, 

My natiue Ehglifli now I mud forgoe, 

And now my tongues vfeis to me no more 
Than an vnftringed violl or a harpe. 

Or like a cunning inftaument cafdc vp. 

Or being open,put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 

Within my mouth you haue ingayldemy tongue. 

Doubly percullift with my teeth and lippes. 

And dull vnfeeling barren ignorance 
Is made my Iayler to attende on me: 

I am too old to fivviVc vpon an N urfc, 

Too farre in y cares tobc a Pupill now, 

Whatis thy fcnteitcc but fpecchlefle death; 

Which robbes ; nVy tonguefrom breathing natiue breath? 

King , It bdotes thee not to be compafsionatc. 

After our fenced, playriing conies tb6 late< 

Afowb. Tlieivtinis I turnc me from my Countries light, •• 
To dwell in fokmnc'fliadcs of endletfe night. 

King. Returne agairie, and talccan otli with thee, 

Lay on our roiyiall Sword your baniiht hands. 

Svveare by the dutfe that y’ovve to God, 

(Our part therciftwe banifh with your felues) 

T o lieepe the oath that v vc adminiftcr : 

You neuer fhall, fo helpe you truth and God, 

Embrace each others loue in banifhment, 

Nor neuer looke vpon each others face, 

Nor neuer vvrite,regreete ; nor reconcile 
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